
The Tragedy ^/Hamlet 

1 doe hcfeech you giue him.Jeaue to goe. 

King* Take thy tairc hourc Laertes } tmc be thine. 

And Thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Colin Hamlet, 2 nd my fonne. 

A little more then kin,andlefie then kinde. 

King. How is it that the elovvdes (toll hang on you. 

Warn. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne* 
Oxecne. Good Hamlet czft thy nighted colour off 
And let thtne eye looke like a friend on T>enmarke y 
Dac not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seekc for thy noble Father in the duft. 

Thou know ft tis common all that liases mud dye, 

Pa fting through nature to ctcrnitie. 

Haw. I Maddam,rt is common* 
jQuee. If it bee 

Why feemes it fo pcrticuler with thee. 

Haw. Secmcs Maddam,nay it is,I know not feemes, 

Tis not alone my incky eloake could fmothcr. 

Nor cuftomary futes offolemne black. 

Nor windicfufpiracion of forft breath, 

No,nor the fruitfull riuerinthe eye, 

Nor the deic&ed hauiorofthe vilage. 

Together with all formes, moodes,(hape$ of gtiefe 
That ctn deuote me truely,thefe indeed ieemc. 

For they area&ions that a man might play. 

But I haue that within which pafles fliowe, 

Thefcbut the trappings and theiuitcsof w«e. 

Ktng. Tis fwcctc and commendable in your nature Hamlet ^ 
To giuethefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you mud know your father loll a father. 

That father Ioft,loft his,and the furuiucr bound 
In filliaJl obligation for Lome tearme 
To doc obfequioui forrowcSjbut to perfeuer 
Jn obftinarc condolerocnt t is a cowrie 
Of impious ftubbomc{Tc,tis rnmanly griefs 
It fhovyes a yviL' inoft incorrect to heauen, 

A kart ynfortificd,or minde impatient. 

An vadcrftandmg fimple and vnfcnoold, 

For what wc know m:ift be, and is as common 
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feme $f. Denmarle* 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

\Vhy (hould we in our pec mm oppofition 
Take it to hart,fie,tis a fault lo heauen, 

A fault again ft the dead, a lault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd,whofe common theame 
Is death offathers,and who ftillhath cryed 
From the firft courlc,tili he that dyed to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuai ling woc,and thinke ofvs 
As of a lather,for let the world take note 
You arc the moft imediace to our throne, 

And with no lcfte nobility of loue 

Then that which deareft father bearcs his fonne. 

Doe I impait toward you for your intent. 

In going f>ack to fchoole to Wittenberg , , 

It is moft retrogard to our delire, 

And we befccch you bend you toreraaine 
Hecre in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Ourchiefcft courcier,colin,and our fonne. 

Quee . Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet 3 
I pray thee ftay with vs,goe not to Wittenberg . 

Haw. I Hull in all my beft obay you Madam, 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as our fclfe in Dcnmarke,Madam come, V 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of H amlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof, 

Noiocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes (hall tell. 

And the Kings rowfc the heauen fhall brute agame, 

Rcfpcaking earthly thunder ; come away. Florish . Exeunt all 

Haw. O that this too coo Cdliii flefh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it feifeinto a dew, 

Or chat the euerlaftino had not fixt 

His cannon gainft fc^fc (laughter, 6 God, God, 

How w^ry, ftale,flat,and vnprofitablc 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on’t,ah fie, tis an vn weeded garden, 

Th _t growes to fecd,things ranck and grofe in nature, 

Poflefle it meerely that it (hould come thus . 
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